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By which is paid the all we owe

To gods above, or men below.

The slaughterJd beast, whose flesh should feed      15

The hungry flames, we for pure need

Dress for your supper; and the gore

Which should be dash'd on every door,

We change into the lusty blood

Of youthful vines, of which a flood                        20

Shall sprightly run through all your veins,

First to your health; then your fair tram's.

We shall want nothing but good fare,
To show your welcome and our care;
Such rarities, that come from far,                          25

From poor men's houses banish'd are:
Yet we '11 express in homely cheer
How glad we are to see you here.
We 311 have whate'er the season yields,
Out of the neighbouring woods and fields;             30

For all the dainties of your board
Will only be what those afford;
And, having supp'd, we may perchance
Present you with a country dance.

Thus much your servants, that bear sway         35
Here in your absence, bade me say,
And beg, besides, you 'Id hither bring
Only the mercy of a king,
And not the greatness: since they have
A thousand faults must pardon crave,                   40

But nothing that is fit to wait
Upon the glory of your state.
Yet your gracious favour will,
They hope, as heretofore, shine still
On their endeavours, for they swore,                      45

Should Jove descend, they could no more.

UPON THE SICKNESS OF E[LIZABETH] S[HELDON]

MUST she then languish, and we sorrow thus,

And no kind god help her, nor pity us?

Is justice fled from heaven? can that permit

A foul deformed ravisher to sit

Upon her virgin cheek, and pull from thence